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presence of his grave. This incident is not fanciful, but is
what I actually saw on an autumn evening at ?Monte
Testaccio the year following the poet's death."

There, sixty-one years after the death of the friend with
whom his name is immortally associated, he, too, was laid to
rest. Side by side they lie in that sunlit grassy spot,
darkened but once daily by the moving shadow of the
pyramid of Oaius Cestius.d the rose were his favourite flowers, and often and
